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they had displayed only the faintest interest, in Lis excursion. But
the mention of Rachel brought down on Mr. Gear J's head a volley
of questions. How old was she? Why was she at Mark Moor? Was
it true that she was very fragile and almost an invalid? Wasn't
Mark Moor Court a rough-and-tumble kind of place for a deli-
cately nurtured young girl to stay in? Did Lord P. bring any
servants with him? Wh.it did Lady Rachel do with her time when
her father was out shooting?
Chuckling over these questions as he lurched heavily out of the
room and down the stairs, Mr. Geard was soon making his way.
with an old faded semi-ecclesiastical ulster, that had once be-
longed to Canon Crow, thrown over his black clothes, towards
the Pilgrims' Inn.
"I'll go leisurely," he thought to himself. "Lord P. won't be at
church anyway . . . that's certain, but if he can't see me till
noon, I'll look about a bit, over there."
Mr. Geard was indeed successful beyond his own private ex-
pectations, which were a good deal less optimistic than he had
allowed his family to suspect, in his quest for a quiet steed that
day. His ostler-friend supplied him with an old roan mare, who
had been a famous hunter in her time and was still a very hand-
some creature.
"Wouldn't trust her," avowed the man, winking, "with anyone
but your Worship. But us do all know what a firm hand you has
with the females, old and young, and Daisy-Queen's got the
int-lect of a bitch dawg."
With his canonical ulster buttoned tight under his chin and
a heavy riding-crop, lent him by his ex-convertite, clutched in his
ungloved fingers. Bloody Johnny mounted upon Daisy-Queen
took the road for Mark Moor Court. The wind came from the
southeast and he was riding almost due northwest. Directly in
front of him, about ten miles away, he could see the strangely
shaped protuberance of Brent Knoll, drowsing there in the midst
of the level fens like a great sleepy amphibian, whose sea-skin
was too tough and slippery to feel the rush of the wind, that was
now careering like a host of demons over the reedy expanse.
' The only drawback to Mr. Geard's immense feeling of liber*
tion was the flapping of his ulster, which the wind, blowing